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Scream It 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by Amanda\'s Trillium song \"Scream It\" featuring Jorn Lande. l'm a big fan of Amanda, and it's 
probably showing, 


That woman. 


Loud, bossy, exuberant, rough in a friendly sort of way. Long lashes, heavy with mascara, fluttering like wings 


of a dark exotic butterfly. 


He knew that type of women. They were demanding. They expected you to admire them and be chivalrous. 
They wanted commitment. 


They smelled of musk, night jasmine and decay, and made your head swim when they walked past you. 


Jørn hated her at first sight. A woman in an otherwise all-male band is much similar to a woman on board 


ship. Bad luck. Besides, she really talked a lot. She filmed things with her mobile phone, and she had that 


particular laugh, warm, throaty and immensely sexy. That grated on his nerves. 
That and the fact that she hadn't spared him a single glance since the tour opening. 


Not that he was interested, of course. But what the hell, was that woman blind? She seemed to spend a lot of 
time with that German singer, the bold guy with a belly so big you could hide a travelling bag in it. Could she 
possibly be interested in him? Or the boy, that bouncy little fucker who had started the whole thing in the 
first place. Generally Jarn was quite fond of him, but seeing that goofy smile drip honey on her silk dress 


made him clench his fists in impotent rage. 


Wait, that wasn't the best choice of words, was it? Anyway, he wasn't interested. Not at all. She could hit on 


whoever the fuck she wanted. He wasn't a horny youth anymore, and, frankly speaking, neither was she. 


Nevertheless, Amanda's Niagara of golden hair and her smooth curves seemed to draw his eye no matter how 


hard he tried to ignore them. 


* eK 


It was a cold, late-autumn day in Romania. The bleak sun was squeezing through the clouds; the wind blew 
bitter cold and carried dead, crumbling leaves. They arrived to the hotel early in the morning. With the bus 
parked quite a distance from the main entrance, everybody had to carry their bags across the paved ground 


and into the building, right up to the reception desk 

Amanda took hers out of the bus, but was quickly intercepted by Tobi, already loaded like a mule and smiling, 
"Let me take care of these” 

"How very nice of you" 


And she strolled on with a happy Tobi in her wake. Jørn grit his teeth and hastened his pace just to leave the 
pair behind, his own suitcases an unpleasant weight pulling at his arms. If the boy wanted to break his back 


over a woman, let him. 


They mixed with a crowd of just-arrived technicians in the lobby. Jørn got his key and went straight upstairs; 
he hadn't slept well the night before and wasn't in the mood for the cheerful havoc Avantasians wreaked 
wherever they went. The next show was scheduled in two days time, and Jørn intended to spend them in the 


realm of Morpheus, with one or two quick detours to the bar. 


He woke up at eight thirty in the evening, took a long shower and contemplated getting dressed. The thought of 
cold beer and maybe some attractive female Romanians was promising enough to make him put on his pants 

and shirt, and even brush his long hair. Still quite the lady-killer, he thought, studying himself in the big oblong 
mirror. Besides, he was Jarn Lande, the one and only, wasn't he? The girls still went crazy at the concerts and 


fought the security to get behind the scene. 


The hotel bar was smoky and dimly lit, and of course she had to be there, too, right in the middle of the 
room, having an animated conversation with Tobi, that German guy Kiske and Sascha Paeth, one of the 


guitarists. 


He had no desire to talk to them right now, but Tobi had already spotted him and was waving excitedly. Damn 


him. Jarn came up to their table. 

"Hey, Jørn!" 

"Yeah, yeah, hello, guys." 

"Hi, Lande," Sascha drawled, sipping his beer. Kiske nodded to him, and Amanda said "Hello". Jarn pulled up a chair 
and squeezed between Sascha and Tobi. Amanda was seated right in front of him, an enigmatic twinkle in her 


dark eyes. 


"So," Tobi rested his elbows on the table and leaned in. "What are you people planning on doing while we're 


here?" 

"Sleep. Drink. Find some girls." Sascha shrugged. "What else is there to do?" 

"What, no sight-seeing?" Tobi looked almost outraged. He lived on constant movement, long bouts of doing 
nothing made him jittery. Sometimes it even gave him ideas "Not even a short trip around the city? I've seen 
some booklets—" 

"Are you advertising, or something?" 

But you had to be much blunter to offend Tobi. 

"You're just plain dull. What about you, guys?" 

‘| already have an appointment | wouldn't like to miss," Kiske replied calmly. For some reason Jørn thought that 
appointment must be a woman, Kiske definitely looked like someone who would have a good friend somewhere 
off the playground of the German press. Jørn felt that he was actually starting to like this guy and mentally 
crossed him off the list he hadn't even known he'd been keeping. 

I'd much prefer some quiet time for reading, too," said Amanda. 

"But you can't read all day" Tobi's voice took on an almost plaintive note. "Jørn?" 


"Me? Sorry, kid. I've already got a date with a warm bed." 


"You guys are just. Not. Fun" 


Amanda's eyes flickered, amused. 

"So, does that mean you're not into beer or," she paused, "company?" 

Those were just about the first words she said to him since the fucking beginning, and he'd be damned if there 
wasn't a flirty tone underneath. But instead of getting anxious he just felt angry. Well, it's about damn time 


she finally saw the light. He was going to pay her back with soooo much relish... 


‘| hardly think any company could beat a good night's rest, thank you very much," he retorted acidly. Although, 


it might depend on who's asking, he was going to add, but all the venom was hopelessly lost on her. 


"| quite agree." She stood up and rearranged her dress. It was gray-blue, falling freely about her hips and 


matching her skin color perfectly. Once again, Jarn caught himself staring. 

"Going to catch some quality time in bed myself. Night, guys.’ 

And with that, she was gone. 

“| hardly think? ‘Thank you very much?" Tobi started giggling as soon as she was out of earshot. 
"Oh, shut up." 

"Seriously, man, that was the sorriest attempt at seduction I've ever seen" 

"Still better than your go with that receptionist girl earlier today," snorted Sascha 

Tobi turned slightly pink. "I'm not.. | didn't..." 


"| didn't try to seduce anyone,” Jørn saw fit to explain. "Least of all her. That woman has an ego the size of 


the universe, and besides, fucking in the band undermines working relationships. And now, if you excuse me-" 


"Undermines working relationships," mimicked Tobi as Jarn was making his way out of the bar. "Man, he's into 
it deep." 


"Yep," agreed Sascha, yawning. "Fancy another beer?" 


* eK 


Despite his extremely bad mood, or maybe precisely because of it, Jørn fell asleep as soon as his head 
touched the pillow and was roused again later by loud pounding at the door. The fuck?. Slightly disoriented, he 
fumbled on the bedside table for his phone. Was the lousy hotel on fire? Someone at the door went on 
pounding-by the sound of it, with their fists now. 


The phone clock showed three in the morning. Wonderful. 


"All right, all right," he growled, pulling on his pants and searching for the key. "Wait a fucking minute, would 
you? What-" 


He turned the key and swung the door open 


Stunningly beautiful, that was his first thought. Just fucking gorgeous in that lacy negligee, so long that it 


almost touched the floor, her hair strewn around her shoulders like pale gold. 


She saw him and froze with an arm raised to give another series of knocking. Then she mumbled something 


along the lines of ‘Ohmyfuckinggoditsyou' and actually rolled her eyes. 

"Um", he said, stupidly. 

She drew her hand across her face and said: 

"Oh, damn. Listen, l'm sorry. Didn't want to raise you up in the middle of the night like that. | mean, | didn't 
know it was your room. It's just that, well, something's wrong with the power on this floor, and yours is the 
neighboring room, so | thought-" 

"Why didn't you call the reception?" 

"| would have, but the phone doesn't work, either." 

"And what did you think l'd do? Help you fix it?" he asked snappishly, his astonishment already giving way to 
anger. Why did this woman have to up and appear at his doorstep exactly when he was blissfully asleep and 
dreaming of other things, for a change? 

"No, | didn't think that, actually." She seemed to have mastered the confusion as well and got a grip of the 
situation. "| just wanted to check if yours was functioning. Maybe | should have gone downstairs to talk to 
them myself. Sorry to have woken you up," she said, already turning to go. 

"You just wait a minute" he started angrily. 


"Yes?" 


She looked completely calm. Disheveled and half-dressed, yes, but so damn calm and collected on the inside. 


Jørn felt a bout of rage surge through him. It was scorching hot and very much akin to desire. 


She must have felt it, too, because her eyes gleamed darker. 


"You can't just go away now. It's the middle of the night." 

She raised an eyebrow. "So?" 

"You really did have no idea it was my room." 

“Absolutely none." 

Jørn stepped aside, making her way to come in. She scrutinized him in perfect silence for a half-minute. 

"What are you waiting for? Come on in" 

Amanda strode into the room, her white negligee streaming behind. Jørn locked the door, turned around, and 
the next second they were all over each other. Her full lips were rough and bossy, as she herself was, and the 
hollow of her throat really smelled faintly of jasmine, musk and decay. But right now this smell didn't make him 
think of the treacherous nature of women It made him achingly hard. 

He pushed her on the bed. Her nails dug into his arms as he bit a path of angry kisses along the line of her 
jaw and down to her collarbone. Jørn tore at her lace, not caring in the slightest how expensive it might be. 
Amanda's breasts were not that big as you might think looking at her photos on the album covers, but full 
and white. He kissed and licked, and felt her fingers tangle in his hair and pull. 

"Wait, let me just-" 


"Don't," he snarled, letting his hands roam around her body. "Damn you, you did it on purpose. All this time...” 


'It was.. quite satisfying.. to see you.. bursting with anger," she breathed. "They could see your boner from 
the other side of the room." 


"Bitch." 

"Bastard." 

He rammed into her tight wetness. Amanda wrapped her legs around his waist, arching up into him. Jørn 
caught her arms and pinned them down behind her head, pounding into her with almost cruel precision. He 
damn well knew how to make a woman scream with pleasure, and he was not going to let out the wave that 
was building up inside him and threatening to blow his control. 

"Such... ardor... is praiseworthy," she was panting, "especially. after such a hard week" 


"Fuck you.” 


"Please," she laughed breathlessly, and groaned. 


"You didn't even call me by my name, woman," he snarled again, measuring his thrusts as to not finish it for 


her and above all for himself too early. "Not even once! Was that to drive me completely nuts?" 
"| succeeded yet?" 


Their mouths clashed again. Jarn willed himself to go steady, with long, slow strokes. Amanda writhed under 


him. Her smile danced before his eyes, half-crazy with need and still defiant. He swore. 
"lll make you scream it, you bitch. C'mon, say you want me." 


Amanda's face contorted. She arched, teeth bared, eyes wild. The burning wave of pleasure was now reaching 


Jarn's face, and he knew it was going to overflow him any minute. Amanda moaned desperately. 
"Come on," he growled. "Scream it!" 
And she did. 


„The afterglow felt like sparkles, dancing on the amber coals of a sated fire. They tingled his skin. Amanda 


stirred in his arms, and he saw her smile-slowly, mischievously. 
"Well," she said, "wasn't that better than a trite workplace romance?" 


Jørn felt laugher bubble in his chest. Damn Tobi, looks like the little fucker had been right, after all. He was 
into it deep. 


